


The Tragedie of Richard D . of 


How couldft thou draine the life bloud of the childe, 

T o bid the father wipe bis eyes withall. 

And yet be fee ne to beare a womans face? 

Women are milde,pittifull, and flexible. 

Thou indurate,fterne, rough, remorceleflc. 

Bids thou merage. ? why now thou haft thy will; 

Would’ft haue me weepefwhy fo thou haft thy wifh, 

For rageing windes blowes vp o ftortne ofteates. 

And when the rage alayes,the raine begins* 

Thcfe teares are my fweete Rutlands obfequics. 

And euery drop, begges vengeance as it falles, 

On thee fell Clifford, and the falfe French woman. 

Njrth. Before w me, but his pasfions mooue me io. 

As hardly can I checke mine eyes ftom teares. 

York?. That faceof his,the hungry Cannibals • 

Could not haue toucht, would not haue ftaind with blood: 
But you are more inhuinaine,more inexorable, 

O ten times more then 1 ygers of Arcadia. • 

Sec ruthletTe Queene a haplcfle fathers teares. 

This cloth thou dipts in bloud of my fweete Boy, 

And loe^ with teares I waffi the bloud away. 

Kcepc thou the Napkin, and goeboaft of that! 

And if thou teh che hcauie ftorie well, 

Vpon my foule,the hearers will fhead teares, 

I,euen my foes will Ihed faft falling teares, 

Andfay;Alas,it\vasapirteousdeed. <■ , 

Here, take the Crownc; and with the Crownemy curiic# 
And in thy needTuch comfort come to thee, 

As now I reape at thy two cruell hands. 

Hard-harted Clfford^ke me from the worlde. 

My loule to heauen,my bloud vpon your heads. 

North. Had he binfliughterman to ail my kin, 

I could not chufe but vveepe with him to lee, 

How inlie anger gripes his hart. f ,, 

_£W.What weeping ripe,my Lord Northumbrian*- 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did ys all. 

And that will quickly dric your melting teares. 

Off. Thcars for mine oach,thears for my fathers dea^ 
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7 'orkf t 4nd Henrie the ftxt. 

-Off 1 - And thears to right our gentle harted kind. 

Tor . Open thy gates of mcrcie gratious God, 

My foule flies foorth to meet with thee. 

Quee. Off with his head and fet it on Ycrke Gates, 

SoTorkg may ouerlooke the towns ofYorkg. Exeunt ownct* 

Enter Edward and Richard t with drum 
and Seuldiers . 

Edw. After this dangerous fight and haplcfle warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare? « 

Rich. I cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d, 

Where our right valient father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfclfe. 

As doth a Lion midft a hear de of neate, 

•Sofled his Enemies our valient father. 

Me thinkestis pride enough to be his Sonne, 

ThreSunnes appeared theatre. 

J 11 1 mi 'jL c cles - ?or do I fee three Sunnes? 
jjf' V hrce glorious Suns, not feperated by a racking 

&t,fc,tl,eyioynt,c | nbtacc,andfccm= cokifTc, 1 

As ifthey yowde fome league inuiolate* 

InTiTu' 7 but °? e Iam P e « one light.one Sunnc, 

In 4„,hc heauen* doth figure fo„,? euent . ’ 

Tindltt* "T btothcr ro 

i hat we the Sonnes ofbrauc Tlmagenet, 

Alrcadie each ©ne ihiningby his meed 

&!s°,h n e ein T a " d , ouer P« r e the world, 

]| e beare vnT^^'r ^ ere ^ orc ke«e forward, 

C * And 



